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IIKIIh; IS VOl'K COXTKST.

My Pear Girls and 15oy»;
! hate to take oven tho tiniest Bpnrc

off thts beautiful contest; 1 will only
toll you that it Is a perfectly wonderful
succoss, ami w« can novor thank Vale-
ri<- do Millian enough for thinking of it.
I waited til' tho very last minute of tho
day, August 2.1. so that tho contribu¬
tions sons In time might i>o published.
| find 1 only hope the pace will hold
tlu m fill. N'ow. each one of yon take

j tho pace anil read all of tho stories and
poems am! puzzles. and look at thoI drawings and thru write mo, honestly,

iyoui opinion of wliieh is the iiost. In
that way wo will decide on the prizo-
winner. !t is your page anil your rnti-
tost, and tho members w ill iloeiilo
whose work is tho West.
Your editor ,'s going on lior vacation

for two weeks, so this is "good-bye"
until then. I will award tho prizes for
tho other Sundays, too, when I return
from tho mountains whore 1 am going
ti> spend my holiday. Take caro of tho
pngo, children, until 1 come back.

YOUR 1C1UTOK.

.motunits or' orkat mk.\,

A mother has more influence over hor
clilldrcn than any one else. It is sho
who Is our first teacher, and from hor
\V0 receive our first impressions. Some
of our noblest patriots, some of our
best scholars, and many of our most
consecrated ministers owe to their
mothers the good that they have ac-

J complisheil for the world.
Abraham Lincoln said: "All that I am

or hope to bo 1 owe to my mother."
'What a noble woman she must have
boon.
Ronjamin Franklin always referred

j to hts mother in the terms of torplorest
nffcetion. He frequently sent her gilts
to comfort her as she grew old.

llenry Olay. beloved so much by his
country, always spoke of his mother as
a model of womanhood. Among his
lar-t words when he noareil death were,
"Mother, mother, mother."
Our great George Washington owes

much of Ills success to his mother, for
upon h^r fell tho burden of roaring her
children alone, lc^r husband having died
when George was still very young.
What an opportunity a mother has.

] To h^r Is given the privilege to direct
young footsteps into the right or tho

| wrong path, as her influence must ho
either for good or for bad. The best
thine that can bo said of any woman
i:* that she is a good mother and her
children will rise up to call her blessed.

(Original.) MARY HARDIN.

MOTH ICR.

When tho world'il a-no-longor know
you.

And tho dark'ning shadows fall:
When the unkind way wanders before

you, jAnd hope comes not at all:
Then return home to mother,
The best friend a fellow over had,

And tell her your trouble.
For rhe'll help, and glad:

'Tis when other friends would fast
forget you

And surely send you on your way,
That your mother wouldn't let you.

Hut bog you come and stay.
For she's the friend you've needed.
With the always open arms,

And a heart full of kindness
And a word that forever calms.

.

For the world's lure is a hidden false-
ness,

And her beauty in truth, a sad array,
And temporary friends hut worth the

having.
And others kept while you may.

But for a «trcngthcuing hand and a
helping voice

And a love far unlike any other,
Will the world over see. nor a fondness

be.
Alike that of your mother.

(Original.)
AI.VIN HATTORF.

MOTHKRS AltK Al.WAYS READY TO
HKI.I\

A mother is always willing to help
and comfort you. no matter how far
away or how near sho L- to you. For
example: About live years ago mother]and I wore staying with my grand-
motlii r in the little village of Cheshire,
Mass. It came time for mo to go back
to school, and mother wanted to stay
a little while longer, so papa came
up and took me homo. 1 was nine
years old then.

1 don't remember much about the
trip, but after I had been home about
two or three days [ got awfully sick
with an attack of appendicitis. Of
course, 1 didn't know 1 had it until
after the doctor came, at. I then he
wasn't quite sure that I had it, so
papa telegraphed to mother to come
home as soon as possible.
Mother was naturally scared to

death, and in two hours' notice sho
had her trunk packed and was start-
ing for Richmond.
After all that trouble and worry

mother reached home, and there wasn't
a tiling the matter with me.
Not long after that I did have ap-pond'.clt'.s sure enough, and before 1

know it almost, they rushed me off
to tho hospital and my appendix wan
taken one.

Anil tho whole time 7 was at Uie
hospital mother never missed a day in
coming to see mo. and although this
story is ju-st supposed to l»e about
"Mother." papa never missed a day
either. /">

So we see hv this thnt iAr mothers
are always ready to comfort and help
its, and so ought we to do all we can
for them.

j DOROTHY S. RINGHAM.

MOTH ICR'S < HOICK.
.Momor nnn worn a parcworn ami !

worried t.\pres«li>Ti ror tho last week
l'.-ipa <;ray called tin ilirop small (iraysiJii 111 and sai l ' I'hildreji, mother hasbeen feeling sick all wcok. Now t<»
!! «.rrow is lie! Vdithday. The. childH » In If' Iter most or pleases her most
? i ..

* 1 i'1'ijve i nice present. Harry. -I "< »li. I needn't half try. I knowI will get It." Bllcn said: "< *h. ju> youwon't, smarty. I will myself"'Mot >i v morning ilnwnrd, bright and
v. Mr r.nd Mrs .;r y wore at thijt:.i¦ .> whi tj llarry and l'len < ttne In I"'>1;. mother.' sai l I'llen. "Iiere Is a

pre .sent tor yon It co.«l ".0 cents; huti J'i'i i mildn't spend the other f>0 j'"(»h. mother," said Harry, "It e re's
\ our present It to«d< all but Jl '.{ allti.o money 1 had. Tin- old .lew mailt
i:v : y 7.". cent s f<>r It.
Three year old Hohert came In nnd

s a in "Muvv r, ! didn't huh no ninnyi* llaw<> vd 1*1'> :i hnt hi is a ti:;;J
ti an <-n f<> pa pa, too "

I'df.a cave Koher; tin- prize It \va!»
:i small wagon, and lot** «if cnnrly.!!< I., rt v tin- 1. pph st t oy m litesl. '.'j ft' i:t yard that d: y, a« tntich !>'.-
r.\ s" !. iinii i war jdngini/ at her work
a; lit run h. had a in-w wagon,.' 'riginal )

p.\ 1*1. ii. shi:rnnnn
>t\ MOT! ir.it.

Vv mother ir the s\\ i i'icl thine She
kind a:, i such a «Jn r 1 t v. mother. Sli<-

ha I'ark-h'own hail and blue eyes.Sh< nt' «'f <ui' sewiru'. hut shed . r. 't ! ivi' a11linn t«< make doll-l.ar ¦. <!:.'.. f< r us, for -hi- ha- fouri li'Me flrlle' to . <... to. and. too. motherif we make our ov.*n dollhahy'. -< s '.t v. '.II teach us how to sew.tli* i ! ..» !... !. a s< hool (<¦., !,er andSunday M'.hool teacher at home \\r0
" t ?i\i 'at any self1"! oi Snndav

. oid either I am nine yearn old, >nd1 11a ve r i i ,<ir i l (. school . \c,'[>t1¦ moii .' * ind 1 »rot -:cl: and had I o
o: .¦ ¦.> .., and t>.. ii sl,< was a trained

. V'.tlo > a i" tio.* st things in
Ti.- M.'i:«t not nilk and

''in. ; lorii- whc. o.ir inolhi r? tillI »:«¦ '<< do : thlnu tliat does not stiltl.et u:. all he k"'"!. for look whatI our mother:* have done for us.1 i\ ATI ILI KN BOl.TON.

IIOU ® '^arved to appreciate!M\ MOTHER.
"Oil, my Child, will "von never le-irn

to appreciate your moth. ,
-

'Un |
sliL 't.ri'K!\ at thV w»»«>ow flushed

^ 1,4 !«-lt as if Koim* colli tin

i,,i. it*, ,u'. i
gainst them now. The

lv 11 .
loved voice ho ktu-w «o I

&S8S&K&W
c

''J fli;< it for the best, my son." was all
the dreadful inn1^®' .nv"J "lV.,a
lVeVne<\VelT11«{nCV ^ 1s5Clen,e<1 ;t' w it ys with
!) » .

,M* had flone all she couhl-

Sockcts CS'VoldSOVh>t \° tlino, hl:i
ho,n*' 1"" h'° l'.Tl'"toldrhcr he

v\.is his own master now.
So Fred Clifford went West nnri ti»»

tlrr ;iinr'l ho was thpn* i.. it ,
*1 '

nun her aski.,!-
appreciate her. It was alwavs Hk«
omething mocking him; it was al

s With him, those four long venrL
t.uii now he was going home.

5 S*

..v? to appreciate mv

.N!A I:.li >i;11; Hmi.mks WILLIAMS.

'TIS HIS .MOTHER'S SMILE.

U h'lt u-ivl thnt hPlps a f|,|lon' nn his

When he's heen out in the broiling sun

°Ut C!.,.1SI,I?' ",e fun of a sood old

Setting .ill sunscorchcd on the home-
war.l tramp?

'Tis his mother's smile.

1 r-
Uhat Is it that helps a fellow alone

",11m" """ >"»

''"SlwiVhV.'V*hlm ""WW.»»«'
V\ hen all In it honor is gone and his last

" has turned away?
1 is his mother's smile.

What is it thnt makes a fellow grin
W hen manhood has come and bovhood

pranks must end?
*

V\ hat is it thitt helps him along the
serious paths of life

Over business troubles and heart-
rendering .strife?

1

'Tis his mother's smile
(Original;)

NE1^L I'AXTDX WATJvRR.
-MV MOTHER.

Mother is a precious gift
S<?nt from Clod;
Makes home brighter,
Friends dearer;
And draws us nearer to heaven.

Mother tells us stories
Of tho olden tltnes.
When she was a little girl
About my size.

Mother tucks us in our beds
Tells us our little pravers
And kisses us good-night
W hat would home be without her.

Mother Is the dearest friend on earth
t o us.

She knows best in everything-
And t. Ps us what we
(Might to do for our good.
Schooltime is almost here.
' *h, what a u'orid lunch
She will n.v for tis, j
V. ith everything good to eat

maria rkaxlev. |
MOTHER.

Mother is the sweetest person on
earth. Mother loves her children- she!
gives iit> nil pleasures in order to bring
th"iji up as they .vhould be brought up.
Willing the week she sews for them
at"! looks after them to see that they
do what is rIht. At night she'kneels
with lh. m while they say their p'r.ivers. I
1,1,1 ' ''n tucks them In be<l. On Sunday
vl.e t.k. s them to Sunday school and I

.. .^n thev now r.ltl#*r she takes them
JO church and they soon Join, and she
h^lps them to keep the rules of the'
ehm. h.

'A lion children have little troubles,
tliinps to worry them, they go to

'.>' her. and she soon has things rb»ht
wiih them again.

If the children set hurt mother runs
takes them In her lap and

soon jstopH the pain. She says gentle
w-.'cls .<, thein and soon they stop cry.

?;¦' ''¦. y '» running around and
hju.i'hinv .IX Joyful as ever. Mother ¦an
t!w;. .s stop her children's grief. Vhe i
shows her !o\e in many different ways.

'''s. mot her Is the sweetest person!
on earth.

' ViMiposorl bv
MAM IK JACKSON.

MY MOTHER.

1 h.'ivr a good mother;
She is belter than any other.
' >t me idin lakc H the heat care
1>iesess me well and curls my 'hair

(Original.)
y r>

MARY K. WARFIELD.

MOTHER A XI) SON.

Jack was .coven years old when he
started to school. llis «1 . ar mother!
took him the lirst day. 11. becomes
the teacher's pet. She u-iivo him a
Christmas present. Guess what it was
that the teacher pave. A little ex¬
press vviison. Oh, how tine. .lack's
uncle Rave him a bicycle f t a Christ¬
mas present. You cant' >*uess what
his mother nave' him. A kiss:

"It was the best of all the gifts."
said little Jack, smiling with delight.
Jack soon is grown, and lie becomes

a sailor boy. He coxnes home every j
year to sec his mother. And what a
greeting. Jack does his best In the
navy, and is soon promoted. His dear
mother reads the lett -r with tears in
her eyes. "My dear boy, my dear boy,
God be with you!"
Jack is promoted twice more, lie is

an officer of high rank. Hut his mother
is taken sick, lie comes home to find jshe has been very, very ill. He helpsher all he can. She improves veryfast. But then she gets sick a?a'.n: j
very sick. And then she dies. Her
dying words were: "God bless you, my
son." Jack resigns from the navy on
account of his mother's death. He be-
comes a ureal poet.
He loves to write about his dear!

mother, whom he loved so much, and
his sailor life.

(Original.)
WILI.SON' I. HURT.

Mii.rmi<:r> and nr.it MOTnEn.

All of Mildred's life she had some j
one to wait upon her. and she bad y t
to learn how to wait upon herself.
Her mother put on her shoes. her
dress and had to cur! her hair at least
threw times .. day. It was no small
task, for she kept one on the trot !from morn till night. She did not
think that her mother had a thine
to do but wait on her. Hut one day jher mother was taken sick and could
not do anything at all for Mildred.
She was in great pain most of the i
time, and had to lie in bed and keepstill. This taught Mildred to wait
upon herself. It was hard at first for
her to do s<>, as she was not used to it.
but she soon found that she could
wait upon herself. Mildred was good
to her mother, and would take her
the nice broths the cook made, and
when her mother said to her with
tears in her eyes, "Bless your kind
heart! I knew it was in you!" Mil¬
dred then said that she would think
less of herself and care more for
others, and she would make good use
of both her hands and feet.

JO ItM IXE SYDXOR.

A MOTHER TRIIJUTE.

My mother Is about the sweetest
mother in the world, and I hope that
every other llttlo girl thinks her
mother is too.
She sews so pretty, and she makes

such beautiful little dresses for ine.
My friend's mother is sick, and my

mother makes her pretty dresses, loo.
My mother raises such beautiful chick¬
ens. She is learning me how to raise
fine chickens, too. 1 have about twenty-
live little ones.
MARGARET ELT,EX rOlNDEXTER. ,

MOTH En.
Mother works for you, looks after

you, loves you, forgives you anything
you may do, understands you. Mother
loves you better than anything on
earth. Mother kisses you good-night,and comes in your room the first thingin the morning to see that you arc woll.
When yon are sick mother stays by
your bedside till you are well. Mother
lb the best friend you have got.

(Original.)
KITH SAMMONS.

A MOTHER THOUGHT.

Mother loves flowers, birds and ani¬
mals, but she loves me host of all.

WISTA It WALKS.

MOTH Kit.

Whenever any one speaUp to mo of
"Mother," think of a dear. grny-
halrotj, swirl f u od old lailv. "Mamma"
is picture! in my mint! as a beautiful
veung lady. These two are equally
loved every whore.
"Mr ther" ami "Mamma" both rated

for us when we were babies. When
only toddling creatures she sympathized
with us in all our tiny grievances. In
the school flays she helps us with our
bsjons, and lakes our part against
others, because he is our "mother."
Hay by day as we grow older she gives
us pood advice. When we are sick it
is 'mother" who takes care of us. she
it is who watches by our bedside
through all the long wary hours of
the night, breathing prayers for our
quick recovery. When we go off to
colloee it is she who makes our pretty
but useful clothes, ami as we leave
home it is "mother" whose eyes sparkle
with tears as she lets ".son" or "daugh¬
ter" leave her side for such a short
time. In all our after years "mother"
it is who shares our joys and sorrows.
Children who are fortunate enornih

to have mothers should love, obey and
rfs;>eet them always. My own mother
died when I was quite small.

(Original.)
VIRG I.N IA RESSONAG ID.

MOTHER'S I1KST FRIEND.

Up In the loft there sat
A beautiful preen chair.

And iti it most always there was
A maiden with golden hair.

S'he spent many of her evenlnps there;
Surely sh«- did not forget -s

To take her baby with dark hair,
The mother's best friend. '

MELVIN ELLIS.

MY MOTHER.

I think a mother is the best friend
anybody can have. T love to sit by mymother and watch her tender blue eyes
ua>:«> out of the window on the beau¬
tiful flowers. Your mother is the best
fri«-n<! that you ever will find on earth,and I think that we girls and boysought to be thankful for a mother, and
ought to be sweet and kind and do all
we can for her. Rut I know wc lose
our temper some time, but I think if
we try real hard that wo will soon
learn how to control our temper. This
is what 1 think we ought to do for our
mother:

1. Wc should help her all wo can.
2. Be sweet and kind to her.
If we don't be good to our mother

we will regret It some day when.we
t;et older
Composed by ANNIE LOTH.

MOTHER.

There was once a happy family of a
father and mother and two little hoys.
While the boys were quite young

their father died and they had to work
hard for a living, but sometimes pov¬
erty draw people more closely together,
as in this instance, for there was never
a more loving mother and more devoted
children.
The mother sewed day after day for

a support, and the bovs were seen each
day selling The Times-Dispatch. Each
nicrht she was more proud of her dear
little bovs.

In years afterwards the gray-headed
mother was comforted and taken rate,
of by her sons, who were good busi¬
ness men and making a handsome liv¬
ing.

SUSIE ROURDON.

.Mother.

It is a wonderful thing, a mother!Other folks can love you, but only
your mother understands. She works
for you, loves you. forgives you any¬thing you may do. understands you:and then the only thing sad she everdoes to you is to die and leave you.

WINKLE PETTY.

Drawn by Wrny Rnrker.

LITTLE MOTHKH5.

sESah1*-«??'¦
SSST?br0UEht a"8<,v,nSf:

n« i
,mv® s,x ,ltt,c R'rla and two lit-

Ind}}.*
tho^^Vnctor"""1^ m,n° aftor°"u-
hadV sSnJ"«® ihc,tVo y°un^ I"'""

j the^ostess0 Th^'iS'35K:to=.S;.'
jXn,?°t7 iSSLdwlc* "nd Doyle*
>>^ l nUoMthL%;an;^OOSn't d° '»Uch-l
MrsY°'nrowCn r° "w nahrnM," «*reedj

i """
named Rrent^°nC at homa

edftho m°t]pCmn!hCn wor" lntroduc-
work to m-Ikp nil

fo,ln'1 u hard

Inst Mm S, a" of ,hr'" talk. At

"I'mrohV-"I «nvo »P In despair
nnc of mine dronnort"0 iCnf| that ovory

othy." "Topped dead except Dor-

T-|«aT, ,Ve "n?^on^haBOT|v?.nd
tal? J' th<? yo,In,f began" to

with mammn°"^Lou,^'*
yesterday."" replied* Dorotha u r°Tm nT",e
outdone, chnnged the subject.

,.I think Im awful prettv"
° T>" replied Dorothy "hut rm

prettier than you are'"
m

"You're not!"
"I am!"

mammas* n,,nrrel Cns,,t"i betw"" the

Mrsn°Snlf,hl ^ S° rr08'" >.Vloro<1

Mr7°i^ow". JuM a" cr^-" retorted

"She's not!"
;-She;s j.st as cross. T say!"
She's not!"

*'

"She is so'"

wrSfe ««.

nrSivl\n-/ln0,y "po" thr> hnt fac"

crying1:
Brown tore ofr her hat.

Mhth-f» w'lVv, y°fr 01,1 mother's hat!"
Mrs c.'^V.v, ^ a tor'ent of hot words.
on Mrs. nrown^chlek Stin*,n* bl.

1n"ftn er 'c J!'f^«t the Pin hold-

towel.
skirt, improvised with a

."Take your old towel!"
"liCt mo alono!"
"Sha nt!"
"Shall!"
"Shant!"

! "Shall!"
»,^VhwrM,.'pon Mrs- Brown gathered

t«,.rff,f exit" ,c*cth*r a"d made a

(AeLeEIf5J: maxning dfi milham.

MV MOTHEn.

Say now. I want to know
an>" one can guess

.,1? [l ls ,n all this world
' hat I am loving best.

ru'.S,ne^Who Wa.k*s ,ne 11P at dawn
t \nd M,i sweetest, softest kiss
.\n<l tucks me down at night so warm

l or the land of dreamland's bliss.

And then when I am naughty.
is patient as can be,

°r **,h?n I stump my little toes.
Quickly ties them up for me.

VXl*' 'ov'nK. kind and true,
\t.: I, °y°r a sunny smile,
-»IJ friend is always ready,
My lonely hours to beguile.

r,J tell you who It is.
ihe best of any other.

Vna'Y.-i ,ovetw,1V' a» heart.
Anl its my darling mother.
u-i,K8 ,e swe°test, dearest face.

. .
eyes so soft and blue,

" LWi J,heJooks at me it seems
-he knows the naughty things I oo.

At night she tells m* stories
About many wonderful things

About tho flying horse or boat
«>r fairies with silver wings

I love my angel mother.
And site loves h.» little hoy

.° ' try to pleaao her
And be my mother s jov
(Original.)

*'

mart klla Howard.

I.V TITR VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.

L^.'i WBS qU,'t" The awf«l silence of

S nr'iV,roMn °n,y by ,he snfl'?fi
L ' ? of 'he old servant, who stood
broken hearted and weeping at the1
bedside of her old "Mlstis/' The dor?
irusher'h^ af lh' w'ndow. hastily
«»vr. > i

roat sleeve across his

ZiZ£iu "r,n ,nokpd f,own- »s thoush
ashamed of his weakness.

lar?v ih<i bCi'' ,ay a s,vect-faced old

nlatT loxfly roHe fast fading away.

h^rS ,aSt draw1nf? hls dark roots
Carry hcr to the land of

k 1, poace.10 the Master, whom
she had so faithfully served.
Suddenly the door opened and a

young man entered softly. I{|B facn
shm\*ed great worry, and the bhjo
rings around his eyes showed lack of

hleHP' '?"?">. hR wa'ked over to the
bed and. leaning over, kissed he
(wrinkled forehead. She opened |u>r

nndS'a'1!.0'1!! WUh ,f"n',crn,?s<» and love,
f*ice "Mv'1nt SmUe ovcrsPread her

sa?d* "i t y' boy'" she softly
said. j knew you'd come in time to
(see me before I left. Xow all is well-
i Ko In poace."

.

infoa*VheP von'8' "he .S,owIy 3ank hack
into the young man's arms. Her eyes

which hen Vma rc,axed- The bonds

tiMtv W. h
' l° ,hc sfake of 'nor-

taiitj had been severed Itv the mlirhtv

!iwtv ?£""">.»¦"> »er so.l w», bl?^,
away to heaven. The old servant
enderly crossed hcr arms, and after

«tmSr^ r°H at ,hP swef't smile, which

"the room
l,,>0n h<'r fa°e' Ki,ontl>'

niJhT- T? ra< hy th.C b"fl far «nto the

iif .! i , 1C,! huH«d In his hands
had lost the best friend mortal man

over has; one who loved him. cared
for h:m, and who would have given

dead
f°r h'm' H,S m°ther was

N'ORMAN' J. WAUGH.

A MOTHER.

A mother is the best friend children
have. She takes care, of them when
they can not take care of themselves.
Sin* watches over and teaches them to
prow up and he Rood men and women.
She loves them and sends them to
school and makes many sacrifices for
them. All mothers want their children
to he smart and Rood. She will nurse

j them when they are sick, and sit up
at nipht, and wait on them. I feel very
sorry for children who haven't any
mother. I have a dear, sweet mother,
and I do not know what I would do
w'thout her. Every time I set a prize
she is as plad as 1 am.

ELSIE RTJDD.

JVMDI.RD IVA MISS OK THINGS MOTH¬
ER DOES FOU .ME.

Wess ofr em. Oeoks rof Em. Demns
fro Km. Ehlps em. Rowrles ofr em,
besides lots of other thlnps.
Written by

MARJORY McMANAWAY.
A CIIA It A DR.

My first is in Mat and not in rat.
My second is in oat and not in eat.
My third is In tan and not in can.
My fourth is in hat and not In cat.
My fifth Is In end and not in and.
My sixth Is In hen and not in pen.
Composed by

CORD IE LEE W. MONCURE.

Drawn by ItufuH Henry Snvagf, Jr.

nrnwD by Helm Simoon.

Brnirn by Hazel Dann.

Uratrn by Jnnie F. Venable.

Rraim by Margaret Wage tier.

Mother'* Love.
Drown hy Anprnstn Carroll.

Drown by Ooello .11. Sinclair.


